MARGARET IN STAFFORDSHIRE

benefits conferred and remembered, that I didn't
want to stay another hour in his house. I went up-
stairs, in a state of puerile fury, to pack and go off to
the Railway Hotel, while he, with ironical civility,
telephoned for a cab.

" Good riddance !" shouted my uncle, seeing me off
into the night.

On the face of it our row was preposterous, but
the underlying reality of our quarrel was the essential
antagonism, it seemed to me, in all human affairs,
the antagonism between ideas and the established
method, that is to say, between ideas and the rule of
thumb. The world I hate is the rule-of-thumb world,
the thing I and my kind of people exist for primarily
is to battle with that, to annoy it, disarrange it, re-
construct it. We question everything, disturb any-
thing that cannot give a clear justification to our
questioning, because we believe inherently that our
sense of disorder implies the possibility of a better
order. Of course we are detestable. My uncle was of
that other vaster mass who accept everything for the
thing it seems to be, hate inquiry and analysis as a
tramp hates washing, dread and resist change, oppose
experiment, despise science. The world is our battle-
ground; and all history, all literature that matters,
all science, deals with this conflict of the thing that is
and the speculative "if" that will destroy it.

But that is why I did not see Margaret Seddon
again for five years.
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